They sat facing each other. The Prince produced a
page of parchment, and said, "This was brought to me
this evening. It was so interesting to me, and so im-
portant, that I had to corne to speak with you about it."

She held the page to the little lamp. It was written
in a disguised but clear hand not recognised by her.
It ran, "Prince, at the Green meeting, you would have
been murdered, but for the lady who marshalled the
choir-boys. You speak with her and learn the truth of
this, and a lot more. A well-wisher."

She knew that his eyes were fixedly on her as she
read.

"Can I hear the truth of it?" he asked.

She told him of the meeting, and of Theophanes'
story. "From what he said, Theophanes must have sent
you this letter," she said.

She was thinking hard, wondering what that tricky
politician's game might be. Comito's phrase, "he always
was as poisonous as a polecat", recurred to her. Might
it not be, that all was a subtle plot, to bring Justinian
hot-foot, after dark, to this lonely house on the hill, so
that the Green gangs might kill him at ease, and after-
wards proclaim that a rival had killed him in the house
of his paramour? It might very well be. If it were $ot
then they might look for the murderers within a few
minutes. She mentioned her fear to the Prince.

He said, "Yes, the thought occurred to me a moment
ago."

"We'd better get out into the open," she said
"Theophanes may "be sincere. But if, the Greens suspect
that he betrayed them the other day, he may be betray-
ing you now to save his own life."

They slipped out into the hallway.

Theodora said to Kallianassa, "I have to go out for